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Life Has Died, Yet We're Still Alive 


Author's Notes: 

This is the first Mayhem fic I've ever written, and the first fic I've written period in a very long time, so | 
may be a little rusty, but | hope you guys like it! Let me know what you think please, it's very much 
appreciated! 

Story and chapter titles from Escape the Fate's "There's No Sympathy for the Dead". 


Dead kept him grounded. 


It didn't escape Oystein's notice, the irony of the whole situation - Dead, the mental case, the ostensible 
psychopath who tore his own skin apart like a starving man at a steak, who'd blown his brains all over their 
remote cabin's walls in order to become something he was half-convinced he already was, who called himself 


Dead, was the only thing keeping him sane now that they both really were. 


Øystein had never really thought about death in a philosophical sense. Sure, he drew fascination from the 
physical aspect, as was the fashion of the scene - he'd hungrily consumed as much blood and gore as he could 


get his hands on, much of it obtained from Pelle himself (there was something to be said for being known to 


be crazy). Sometimes he even tried to put himself into those peoples’ heads..what were they thinking, right 
before their spines got ripped out their asses? Were their lives flashing before their eyes? Were they praying 
to their pitiful gods to save them? Where were they going, as the light faded from behind their eyes? Were 
they dancing on clouds, choking on brimstone, or nowhere at all? But when he finally had died amidst a wave of 
incomprehensible terror - born more of animal instinct than anticipation, he thought, since it wasn't like he'd 
had much time or, indeed, mental capacity to consider the coming oblivion while he was busy getting stabbed - 
and found himself staring numbly down at his own pitifully small and mutilated body lying lifeless on the metal 
stairwell of his dilapidated apartment building, he realized quickly that any sort of hell his living mind could 
have imagined had nothing on the reality of death. 


No physical pain, no endless void, no eternity under six feet of dirt and dust could compare to this. 


He was invisible. Intangible. Inconsequential. He could scream and cry and dig his nails into what he could reach 
of the living, groping for something, anything, some sort of meaning or significance for the sepulchral imitation 
of life he had withered to, but nothing made any difference. For all intents and purposes, Bystein Aarseth no 


longer existed. 
And yet he was still here. 


It had taken him far too long to come to terms with it - not that the passage of time particularly mattered 
anymore, all things considered. The world had kept turning and the seasons had come and gone, just like the 
people - investigators, then friends, and finally strangers, repainting his walls, sleeping in his bed, tromping up 
and down the stairs where he'd choked on his own blood with footsteps he was half-sure he could still feel. 


He had hoped, in the beginning, mind - soul? awareness? - still clinging to its last vestiges of stubborn faith in 
the realities of the world of the living. This time they'd hear him, this time they'd see him, this time they'd feel 


his touch and turn around and it would all be okay. 


As summer faded into fall and fall was smothered by winter, Euronymous fell on what used to be his knees 


and prayed. 
And yet he was still here. 


He'd lost any misplaced faith and most of his sanity by the time Dead had found him. Well, found probably 
wasn't the right word - Dead hadn't even been looking for him as far as Øystein knew. Perhaps he'd felt 
Øysteins death, sensed it somehow, but Øystein doubted it. It wasn't like Per had any reason to care that the 
man who was once both friend and tormentor had given the fourth-floor hallway of a shitty Oslo apartment 
building a new paint job (except maybe to haunt the fuck out of him for that little stunt with the camera). 
Their second first encounter had been one purely of chance - funny how the workings of death seemed to 


have about as much rhyme or reason as those of life. 


That day, Bystein had seen Per before Per had seen him, flitting wraithlike and ephemeral in and out of 
streetlit shadows that swirled as if living to the eyes of the dead. Not for the first time, he wondered if he 


really was in hell, condemned to look each and every one of his past transgressions in the face even as the 


world went on indifferently around him. 


But then Dead stopped, right in front of him, face flickering back and forth between the sharp jawline and 
hollow eyes that Bystein knew and the churned and bloody mass of brain and bone that the walls of their 
cabin did. And Øystein looked into his eyes, memories of words so sharp that a boy too far from home could 
have used them alone to slit his wrists and bony fists that broke noses with a strength belying a body on the 
edge of starvation flashing through his consciousness almost concurrently with the realization that in the face 
of death, none of that really mattered. 

So Øystein was only a little surprised when Per, pity flaring behind his strangely content eyes, murmured "I'm 


sorry.” 


Per had it easier than Oystein in some aspects. Per's death was his own choice, something he'd accepted and 
prepared himself for long before the cold metal of the shotgun barrel had ever raised goosebumps on his skin 
Born of a sickness deeper than flesh it may have been, less esoteric understanding and more young boy scared 
to death by the way his emptiness ached, but Per had, at the very least, not had any misconceptions as to 
what would happen when he pulled the trigger. He may not have found the release he'd been looking for, he 
may have felt guilt choking his lungs like a weed as he watched Jarn and Anders and his parents and siblings 
heaving tears over what was left of the boy he had been, but at least he'd known long before it happened that 
he was dying. He'd had time to find some sort of acceptance. 


Øystein hadn't been so lucky. 


Neither of them were quite sure what was happening to him - it wasn't as if airing your insides out came 
with an instruction marual, after all. Per had thrown out a few theories - one of his favorite occult texts had 
mentioned that sudden, violent deaths often leave remnants of the pain and desperation of their victims, and 
this other one had postulated that murder victims are often forced to relive their deaths until they can be 
put to rest by vengeance, or - and it was usually at this point that Øystein begged him to stop, Pelle, just 
please shut up, because regardless of the what or how or why, the fact remained that even a knife to the 
head couldn't end the terror that gripped his throat with something that felt a lot like guitar-calloused fingers. 


Per found that opening his head up hadn't made him any less helpless in the face of emotional torment, even 
that not his own, and he could do nothing but watch as Øystein would dash down the hallway, stumbling as if 
being struck from behind and gurgling breaths through some unseen fluid filling his throat, fleeing for his life 
from something no one else could see. The first few times, Per had tried to snap him out of it, grabbing him 
by the shoulders and shaking him as though he could reconnect whatever broken fuses had shorted out in his 
brain - it seemed the dead, at least, could touch each other on whatever asomatous level they existed on, 
thank God for small miracles - but any intrusion into the progression of his memories seemed only to 
exacerbate Bystein's horror. Perhaps to him, lost in the grip of whatever remnant held him, the thin hands of 
his once-vocalist, as skeletal in death as they had been in life, were those of someone much stronger and 


angrier, pulling him into the hilt of a knife before he could even reach the stairs. Regardless, any attempt by 


Per to make contact during these episodes was received with even more terrified shrieking and thrashing so 


violent that 20 years of survival instinct nearly made him forget that he was already dead. 


So Per had no choice but to stand by, watching and waiting with the closest thing to nausea he'd felt since his 
death as Øystein flew down flights of unforgiving metal stairs, catching a lamp that somehow shattered all 
over the floor even as it remained unmoved on the wall, begging for help in a voice so shrill and desperate 
that Per couldn't believe that the living, so blindly untroubled a layer of drywall away, couldn't hear it. Perhaps 
they could, somewhere deeper than eardrums - on occasion, Bystein already long-gone several floors below, 
one of the apartment-dwellers around Per would open their doors, blinking blearily into the dim light of the 
midnight hallway as though they'd heard the ghost of a desperate knock from years ago. Sometimes the past 
flowed so strongly through those hallways that it touched Per himself, nothing but a bystander to secondhand 


pain, and blood would blossom across repainted walls like hellish graffiti. 


Then, when it was all over, he would sit down on the stairs beside the spot where Bystein had fallen, stroking 
his hair back from his tearstained face with fingers that came away red. Bystein would never have let him 
this close in life - wouldn't have even allowed himself to shed a tear in front of another. Euronymous did not 
cry. The man had had too much pride to contain in such a small body, Per thought, but death changed things 
like that. Hell, death was caused by things like that. So Bystein didn't fight Per's reticent attempts to comfort 
him, choking on his own death for anything from fifteen minutes to hours afterwards, Per sitting beside him 
silently and stroking his matted hair. Sometimes, if it was a particularly bad death, Øystein would grip Pelle's 
hand with all the desperation of a drowning man clinging to a life preserver. They never went any farther than 


this, never shared any words about it. Death was anything but warm. 


Per wasn't sure how long he'd been trying to convince Bystein to leave this place, but it had been long enough 
for winter to come and go more than once. He may not have been an expert on how life after death was 
supposed to work, but he knew that endlessly wandering the hallways that had seen his last breaths couldn't 
be helping Øystein any. He wasn't sure why Øystein refused - Per himself had fled the scene of his own crime 
shortly after the police had arrived, and he'd had no desire to return to that miserable place since. But for 
some reason, Dystein insisted on hovering endlessly around the shithole apartment building where he'd lost his 
life, constant flashbacks and all. Even suggesting a momentary respite from the drab taupe walls closing them 
in like prison bars would earn Per nothing more than a glare and hours of the cold shoulder. Once, Per had 
even chanced an offer to visit their once-bandmates - he liked to check up on them all every so often, 
especially Jarn, who he could swear sometimes knew he was there. It was the least he could do, really, after 
putting his closest Norwegian friend through what he had. But Øystein had recoiled like a viper at the 
suggestion, one of the most exuberant displays of emotion Per had seen from him outside of his flashbacks, 
and he hadn't brought it up again. 


Perhaps to Oystein, continuing to dwell in the place that he had once called home was his way of clinging to the 
life he had once led, even as the world moved on relentlessly around him. Perhaps for Bystein, leaving this 
place behind like the trash heap of crumbling brick and smoke stains it was would make everything real, and he 


wasn't ready to face that just yet. 


Whatever the reason, Øystein, as hardheaded and stubborn in death as he had been in life, remained, festering 


in grief and misery with only Per for witness. 


Per had no idea why he even stayed. Øystein hadn't spared him much kindness in life - a child's game, perhaps, 
with little regard to the consequences, but it had ended in blood regardless - and yet here he was, wasting his 
time helping someone who didn't even care to help himself. Sometimes he considered leaving, seeing the world 
as he'd always dreamed of doing, maybe finding out if vampires were real once and for all and abandoning 


Øystein to his misery like a drug addict too far gone to be saved. 


But then he would look at Øystein, small and frail in his bloodstained underwear, shuddering on the staircase as 
though still caught between agony and oblivion, and he would remember. Remember the way Dystein had smiled 
at him when they first met, before it all went bad, remember the way he'd stood there and stared at the 
place his vocalists brains were seeping into the wood-paneled walls like he was suffocating before he'd forced 
himself to be Euronymous again, remember the fear and the loneliness and the empty feeling of the living 
striding through them as though they didn't exist, remember the way Øystein had looked at him from the 
doorway of his apartment building that day, hands reaching out in a gesture Per was sure the guitarist hadn't 
even realized he'd been making, desperation so tangible that Per felt like he was dying all over again, and he 
came back to paint his fingers red with Øysteins hair again 


And as he sat there, barely hearing the choking gulps of Oystein's death throes beside him, smaller fingers 
gripping his own with a force that he was sure would be agorizing if he'd had any bones left to break, Per 
half-wished he could warn his younger self that dying wasn't all it was cracked up to be. 


